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Meet the (Poets . 



Anne (V). K^lly is a l° ca l writer from Geneva. 
She finds inspiration from the natural world and 
the mystery of foreign lands that she has never 
visited. She also 'writes about the journey of pain, 
the trials of the human soul, and the beauty of 
redemption. Anne has a passion for finely crafted 
■words and prose and enjoys sharing her collection 
of short stories and poems 'with other 'writers. Feel 
free to contact Anne at annekelly@mac.com or at 
the group email interzonepoets@yahoo.com. 



IMiCOle ManiSCO is a local area poet from St. 
Charles. She enjoys participating in open mic 
events throughout the Chicagoland area including; 
Three Stags, The Cafe, Molly Malone's, as 'well as 
The Batavia Art Gallery 'where she was recently 
featured as an invited poet. In addition to 'writing 
and performing her own poetry, Nicole is an 
aspiring actor. Just recently she performed in 
Arthur Miller's Death of a Salesman, which ran at 
the Steel Beam Theatre in St. Charles. 

Nicole began 'writing just three years ago after 
discovering the poetic genius of Anne Sexton; 
other influences include Sylvia Plath, Allen 
Ginsberg, Billy Collins, Mary Oliver and 
singer/songwriter Tori Amos. Feel free to contact 
Nicole at pilgrimsoulfire@hotmail.com or at the 
group email interzonepoets@yahoo.com. 

Website: www.spaces.msn.com/nicolemanisco 





Meet the (Poets . 



Bill "Robertson 

Since moving to Sandwich in mid-2004 'with his 
■wife Faith, Robertson has appeared at several open 
mic venues in Batavia and Geneva and has been 
published in the Fox Valley Arts Council's Arts 
Beat magazine. During National Poetry Month in 
April he sponsored a poetry contest for local 3 rd 
through 12 th grade students offering $250 in prizes. 

After March 14th, he became one of the few poets 
to have ever read in both Piano, Illinois and Piano, 
Texas. Feel free to contact Bill at 
the_rope_dancer@yahoo.com or at the group 
email interzonepoets@yahoo.com. 

Website: www.willjrob3.blogspot.com 



JQSOn 6 resides in Geneva and works at the 
Morton Arboretum in Lisle. His first book, Kairos, 
was self-published in 2004 and is available tonight 
for $5. It can also be found, for $10, at Anderson's 
Bookshop in Naperville, Towne House Books in St. 
Charles, and at Amazon.com & Borders.com. The 
libraries of Batavia, Geneva, North Aurora, and St. 
Charles also carry it (#811.6 SCH or 811.6 STU). 
Email: flowerpetalsonthecreekfcDyahoo.com 





Website: www.spaces.msn.com/interzonepoet 



Gravity 

by Anne M. Kelly 

First sign of morning light 

pierces my eyes with its sharpened silver-edged knife 
Gravity 'weights me down as I rise out of bed 

and sliver down the hallway to the shower. 
Half in a fog, half in a dream, 

I feel for the geometric light switch. 
Its hard edges pull me into the day. 

A day composed of hard edges - 

far from the dream I left. 

Flick, flick 
Click, click 
Bright light 

Eyes squint in shocking rebel 

Water falling over my delicate body forms a shiny skin, 

that protects me from all of the elements. 

It falls, it caresses, it warms, it tingles, 

My body awakes.. .gently, naturally, wonderfully 

lifting my world, releasing its weight. 

Gravity pulls, my head descends 

toward the motion of water swirling into the drain. 

Circles become smaller 

as liquid disappears through dark pinpointed holes 

that suck the water into its open mouth. 

For one last heavy swallow. 



The Color of You 

by Anne M. Kelly 

Green, green — 
eyes serene 

Yellow, yellow — 

voice is songbird mellow 

Red, red — 

deep kindling desire of passions fire 

Gold, gold — 

kindred spirit that I behold 

White, white — 
absence of light 

Black, black — 

my cold, dark night 

Our Kaleidoscope of color — 
Twists, spins and blends 

Rich, transparent and prismatic 

How can something so beautiful — 
cut so deeply. 

Blue, blue — 

the color of you. 



In the Midnight Hour... 

by Anne M. Kelly 

The moment is still - 
a life is still - 

a heartbeat is still 

The lace curtain that caresses the wind - 
lies listless - 

in the midnight hour 

The wind that floated by earlier - 
is gently tucked in its bed - 
in the midnight hour 

The birds that graced the delicate branches 
and filled their chests with song - 
tuck their little heads under wing 
for the night - 

to compose tomorrows' song 

They now exist in a world of silent dream 

The moon is the only one - 
to hear the grand solo 
of the night 



For Artists 

by Anne M. Kelly 

I long for my pen to write 
I hope that my voice can sing 
I wish for my soul to compose - 
the symphony of life. 



Creation 

by Anne M. Kelly 

Look at you 

your carefully crafted body emerges 

with curves that define the map of your country. 

An elbow, a chin, the tip of your nose 

connected, point-by-point 

perfectly constructed 

like a flag gripping its sewing machines' teeth 

during construction 

Delicate folds of your nations flag wave over my skin 

igniting my pores 

Breathing freedoms' life within. 

Wild, foreign, abandoned, savage land hides within 

Bare and raw 

...waiting for its flag to unfurl. 

Your gently designed soul breathes this moment in 

Holds it 

expels it into thin air 

where it is lost into deep abandon 

Only my breath is left deep inside you 

The way you move in a crowd 

succinct as I pick you out 

Shoulders move, feet follow, hair waves, eyes lead 

Stallion like 

Catch my glance 

then call my name 

Voice bookmarked to only you 

Handwriting engraved in genes from mothers and fathers 
grandfathers and forefathers 
Writing their story.... 
Swirling their S' 
crossing their t's 
closing their g's 
in similar fashion 
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Staring, studying, inhaling 

expressions that lie between you and your little ways 

Creation in it's highest form 
Creation in its finest form 

The world was created in 7 days 
You were created on the 8 th 



My Favorite Shirt 

by Anne M. Kelly 

I opened my closet door yesterday and saw the silhouette of a geometric 
price tag from a shirt I bought last fall. Its sharp rectangular edges protruded 
from the line of clothes that seemed soft and gentle, but unusually orderly 
that morning. It was a shirt I bought to wear for someone I used to love. I 
wanted to close the closet door quickly as the stabbing pain returned. 

I started thinking about all of my favorite shirts, over time. I remember a 
strawberry shirt I had at age 6. How I loved to wear that during my summer 
days filled with nothing but play and sand. It had little cap sleeves that 
protected my shoulders from the blistering August heat. It was cotton, it was 
light it was fresh and it had strawberry buttons. 

I remember a special shirt I bought in Montana at age 11. My Grandmother 
took me on a long trip to Glacier National Park. We left on a train. A train 
with elegant dining and bunk beds. The shirt I bought in the mountains of 
Montana was unlike anything I saw in Ohio. It was cream colored with suede 
laces. It had an earthy feel to it. The laces reminded me of smoke, crystal 
clear water, fresh air and Indians. When I wore that shirt it gave me a feeling 
of smoke that was rising from the mountains right into the heavens. It might 
have been a feeling of smoke, it might have been a feeling of clouds. It was 
not smoke. It was not clouds. It was clouds with the feel of smoke. 

As with most vacations the train stops and you return home to the familiar. 
A life where you knew everything was safe and everything was predictable. 
But, you are never the same because you bring home part of what you saw, 
part of what you felt and part of what you became. I loved to wear my cream 
shirt with the suede laces from the mountains back in the suburbia I grew up 
in because it took me away from the tree-lines streets into the mystical, 
magical mountains that were surrounded by rising smoke and settling mist. 

When I was in High School would often shop for a shirt to wear with 
someone who asked me out on a date. I picked the shirts out carefully. I was 
not particular about jeans, shoes or sweaters. Anything would do. I liked 
shirts that were cranberry colored and feminine. I doubt the boys that I saw, 
even noticed. They were boys. Boys who pulled any crumpled t-shirt out of 
their drawer 3 minutes before we met. I remember someone in particular, 
who said to me one night. Anne, I really love your shirt... and more I love 



the woman inside of the shirt. That stuck with me. It was then I knew I was 
no longer having relationships with boys, they were suddenly men It felt 
warm like encircling smoke. 

Last night I bought a beautiful shirt just because it was beautiful. I bought if 
for me. I bought it for the feeling I had when I tried it on. Maybe I bought it 
for my future. A future that is unknown. When I hung the shirt in my closet 
last night I had a warm feeling that it was the tangible thing that I needed to 
pull me into tomorrow. Tomorrow is further from the pain that lives in me 
today. Tomorrow is a mysterious place right now. The smoke from the 
mountains is suddenly leading me back to the mystery of that shirt that I 
bought in Montana at the age of 1 1 . 



Ragamuffin Man 

by Nicole Manisco 

Instinct I think, 

the swimming of fingers 

on white caps. 

I mean the notes beneath 

that enter pink petaled buds 

of almost forgotten virginity. 

There are scratches on notebooks, 
breaths on ebony and presses 
upon brass feet. But I know 
I know nothing of the room. 
The tables exist, chairs and coffee. 

So I ride beside the one who can, 

The one of gift, 

bundled in all that is perfect - 

the Ragamuffin Man. 

He dances rain into my dry, 

splashes swimming toes of naked. 

A bell rings as others enter in. 
I stand alone beside the one 
of voice, of art, of the choice I may 
have lost - the piece of forbidden. 

Keys skip in and out. Fingers run, 

counting the quakes. All here. 

I stand. No, sway. No, curl and wiggle my empty 

while there, the one of King, of charming 

Prince, smelling of hardwood floors and 

scratchy record players, etches upon my 

ebony with a carving knife. 



He Sings 

by Nicole Manisco 

His nucleus gyrates, 

tapering throats 

and words choke. 

I am debris 

tossed about 

his circumference, 

slapping tree trunks 
rooted in cement, 
wrapping around 

the 

dead center 

of 

alive. 

Still, there is a 

peace here, 

like jelly fish 

drifting by on 

margarita bliss - 

the calm after a cry. 

Death of youth, 
much greater than 
the slit in his eyes. 

Rest, he sings, 
you're in a 
better place. 



The Bench 

by Nicole Manisco 

I cannot recall. Though I am quite sure it was not an epilogue. 
And by then the clouds had run off with the middle sun 
as you folded forward. 

I miss your floating fingers strung to my waist. 

But if we had sat there beside each other until 

the day left our faces putty gray, 

it would have been our tourist hips balancing above 

our own private epicenter to scrapbook. 

As it was, I mumbled something about your watch 

and that I thought I knew you. 

Now, today, we speak of graceful protests for 
proper causes and squish our toes in talk of 
trips where we'll not be watching the other's lips, 
just sun-burning our cheeks as our smiles look 
something like the passing of gorgeous strangers 
on a foreign street. 

I know your smatterings are fragile here. 

I know I write Shyness naked 

while you tuck obscure scribblings behind your ear. 

And as it stands, we are bloated tulips 
fidgeting on the tremble of lesser stems. 
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Tea with God 

by Nicole Manisco 

I have come 'with my tea and my hair all undone. 

I know at times I am shy, even feeble 'when 

insignificant accounts of overwhelming love come tap tapping. 

I know that amazing exchanges have taken place and 

the lack of scribbled papers must have something to do 'with fate. 

Still, I 'wouldn't say that I love him or that I need him 
or that I love the funny shape of his mouth 
■when he smiles at my nervous hair and looks down at 
my rubber feet as they awkwardly turn out. 

No. No. Well, yes. But no, I 'would not say such nonsense. 

Nor 'would I tell him that 'when he touches me, 

I step deeper into my skin and 'want to take him, 

take him inside and draw him into my orbit, perfectly egg-shaped, 

and shell us in together safe 

No, I 'wouldn't go on about that. 

And here I am 'with my tea and my hair sdJJ undone. 

Then there 'was the moment he caught my eye from a bench 

across a sorbet sky and sent the crowds breaking into tiny 

pieces of little consequence. 

We should not have left enough air there 

for even the buttons on our shirts to breathe. 

Yes, I do not recall seeing the color of his eyes. 

No, I am remembering the sun being too bright, 

or the 'wind blowing the hair in my eyes. 

Perhaps it 'was the time, or the cold, or the dark, 

or the cough, or the crazy cousin. 

Perhaps. Perhaps 'when the wind blows I just love him more. 
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Matthew 

by Nicole Manisco 

Matthew, you believe that 'when the bees leave 

they go sit in giant oak trees and sip honey. 

You say, funny isn't it, the 'way silence can be 

louder than pennies in a glass jar, 

and still funnier 

how the sun finds it way through 

the tiny spaces between leaves? 

And then we 'wait for the first raindrop 

to evaporate at our feet. 

Matthew, you say that a rainstorm starts that 'way 
to give us time to lose our shoes and manmade parts. 
It's true that you 'work your lips like a carnival ride, 
yet 'when the 'water forms lovely little yokes on your body, 
I 'wonder 'why we don't hold hands. 

Matthew don't you see, 

your body holds a jersey of red like nobody 
and your legs are perfectly shaped to collect sun. 

And Matthew, 'why don't you 

ever chatter your teeth 

■when the sun pulls up the covers? 

Sometimes you walk close Matthew. 
Sometimes then the corners of your mouth float 
and I 'want to know 'why lampposts look like 
lemon drops on licorice sticks. 

But then, 'what does it really matter Matthew? 

I am wet and everything you have said sticks 

better than skin. 

Now let's just iron the 'wrinkles 

our eyelids have made, 'what do you say? 
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Glass Beach 

by Nicole Manisco 

I am lying 

belly down, And when I wake 

naked, it will be 

upon a beneath his heat, 

shard-glass 

beach. wearing 

bloodied teeth, 

My breasts and a P air of 

concealed stained-glass 

like sea turtle eyes 

hatchlings to off - set the 

by day and wooden face, 
my sunken abdomen 
weighs heavy, 

buried beneath 

apple cider skin 

coated 

cage 

housing 

potential heaven. 

The prattle of 

female insecurity 

flutters 

and swoops 

overhead 

like a mothering 

blackbird - 

while the sun 
grows freckles 
and sleep. 
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Neverything 

by Nicole Manisco 

We fit in the plum pit 

of our black-lit room. 

We are the tiny caverns 

in her stony center - 

side by side. 

You stretch across her 

bedded belly of gray, 

■while I am a podium 

■with twisted legs and stubby feet. 

Our eyes become seaweed 

swaying gracefully beneath 

a shield of tears. 

Here we exist. 

Weighted. 

Tucked. 

Safe 

under 

mounds of silence. 

Your cranberry skin 

deepens 

as our bog 

floods this harvest eve. 

We were always 

full of air, 

bouncing down stairs. 

But now, 

your fingers are caught 

running through my hair, 

then laughing 

at the lack of air. 



14 



Falling from our sandy floor 

to the surface above 

is inevitable, 

■with 

or 'without 

the locking of body parts 

and thoughts. 

Still we have come 

to be - 

hypnotized 

by visualizing rings 

of purple 

rippling from 

a single 'word 

purpose. 



chafing 

by Nicole Manisco 

and you say that 'when raindrops dance on your head 

you are there again 

close as two people can get 

bumping hips shuffling along like an old couple 

maybe it was the little shops all lined up like crayons in a box 
or that we had no agenda except to hold hands as they 'watched 
we 'were the masquerade and I 'was madly into you 
my good book 

I knew then 'when you set your papers down 

it 'was to stroke my hair 

I 'was your pet 

and lazy days sailed past as fast as a 'wish on prairie grass 

at times I remember the harsh soft of your eyes 
odd that I am delicate 

(being 'weathered and fidgeting off my lamppost) 
odd that I can't handle it 
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THE FACE OF GOD 

by Bill Robertson 

Why do you believe he asked, 

And I think I probably said 

Because I've heard His voice. 

And I stood there looking down on her 

With her bruised, cut and stitched face 

And her two eyes, 

One swollen shut, 

Swimming in pools of purple, 

And I listened to her talk about the two operations 

She was going to need to repair her broken legs 

And why she feels so blessed. 

She spoke of all her firsts. 

Her first serious auto accident, 

Her first ride in an ambulance, 

Her first time in a helicopter, 

Her first broken bones, 

Her first stitches 

And her first major round of x-rays. 

And then she laughed, 

And what a laugh. 

Why do you believe he asked. 

I should' ve said 

Because I've seen His face. 
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3 % HOURS 

by Bill Robertson 

Sitting in the car 

In the rain 

Listening to the radio 

I wonder what it's all about, 

All this coming and going 

With little time 

For comforting 

Or for loving. 

I miss you 

Leaning into my side 

On the couch, 

My arm around you 

Pulling you close. 

Eyes closed, 

You slip into slumber 

And I know 

I'm home. 

The rain lets up 

And it's time 

To get back to work. 

3 Vi hours 

Togo. 
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BLOCKED 

by Bill Robertson 

My pen is running out of ink 

I heard her say at the next table. 

She was writing something down for a friend. 

I was trying to write a poem. 

My pen was full, 

But my mind was empty. 

Surrounded by life 

I had nothing but dead thoughts 

And a head full of dust kittens and cobwebs. 

I stepped outside 

Hoping the chill wind would invigorate me. 

It only made me cold. 

I walked to my car and drove home. 



THE STARE 

by Bill Robertson 

You sat behind me 

At another table. 

"I don't want you staring at me 

While I'm journaling." 

You said, 

As though My stare 

Could stop your pen 

Dead in its tracks. 

So you write, 

And I sit here 

Gunning down strangers 

With my eyes. 
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JUST KILLING TIME 

by Bill Robertson 

I throw away handfuls of sand 

Not even aware of the phases of the moon. 

I've heard the slapping of the sea's attack and retreat 

Without recognizing the sound of my final breath. 

And while I sit here, 

Just killing time, 

Time races on ahead 

Just killing me. 

TIME 

by Bill Robertson 

Time makes no sense to me, 

Or, at least, time in the past doesn't. 

All my memories are episodic. 

They are not linear. 

I have a chicken and egg kind of memory. 

I remember this and that, 

But not which came first. 

TIMING 

by Bill Robertson 

Too many times, 

When the poem is finished, 

I keep on writing. 
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Could You Stay the Night, Forever? 

by jason e 

Wrapped in the fireplace 
of your arms. Warmed by 
the trust in your smile. 
The night and our love 

Are acquainted. You cuddle close 
and feel my heart. I brush your 
hair away from your face. 
The window and the rain 

Are old friends. Soft candle- 
light washes over our skin, 
soft music over our repose. 
The ambiance and timing 

Couldn't be better. I look 
down at you, you're falling asleep. 
I kiss your forehead 
and whisper, Sleep well. 

With eyes closed, you sigh 
and reply, Then don tgo. 



20 



Promise of an Eagle, to a Friend 

by jason e 

Sin & Confession 

You've asked me to speak of eagles. 
Of diurnal flight over moonlit valleys. 
I 'was to offer you the brazen talon 
of its faith, hope, and love. As a song. 

But I lied 'when I said I could spring 
this bird from my heart 'willingly. 
I betrayed myself into thinking 
I was the keeper of its valor. I am not. 

In truth, it flies through me but doesn't see me. 

A ghost of old tears reflects from its eyes. 

And though my soul is 'wretched and my ego has lied, 

I long for your unconditional love. In dreams. . . 

So many nights I've fallen asleep in your heart! 
Awoken in the 'world your 'words have built. 
I can't kiss your angelic face, but I hear its soft music. 
It sings that our distance is illusion. It's not real. 



Redemption 

You've asked me to speak of eagles. 

Of nocturnal flight over sunlit peaks. 

To take your hand, guide you across clouds, 

and illustrate the strength of God. I have. In you. 

With faith, hope, and love under 'wing, 
you have flown softly, quietly through me. 
The embers of your saintly energy 
raining down upon my soul. I 'weep. 

Because you, my friend, are the eagle. 
You see me. 
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Little Girl 

by jason e 

Her blank eyes drag along a dirt floor. 
Her small feet are bare and cut. 
There falls, from her 
quivering lip, tiny 'whimpers — 
like a dog lost and hungry. 

The tears she cries she 'wipes away 
and licks from the palm of her hand; 
still her stomach aches 'with emptiness, 
an emptiness she can't overcome. 

Her dreams are an infrequent salvation. 

Her sleep is unsoft and fleeting. 

She shakes, from her 

dusty hair, night's requiem — 

like a doll left far behind. 

Where her brother is, she can't remember. 
Where her sister is, she doesn't know. 
Her father is underground someplace, 
and her mother .... 

Those tears she cries she 'wipes away 
and licks from the palm of her hand; 
still her heart aches 'with emptiness, 
an emptiness 'we've turned away from. 
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Dryad Weeping on a Fallen Tree 

by Jason e 

Sitting between the spell of living oaks, 
dryad sits on a tree fallen and dead. 
Through the open canopy falls the sun's gold; 
empathetic warmth and just so bright. 

She is dressed in a splendid mourning gown, 
sewn with chlorophyll and splendors' fingers. 
Her large green eyes are crystal-like; 
the lucid scene of a tree's life plays within. 

Mist rises like fairy soldiers' ghosts 
beneath her dainty and barefooted feet. 
Transparent oak ascends, sending mist outwards away; 
a pathos of having been there, then being gone. 

Dryad weeps waterfall from terrestrial eyes, 
and her heart beats as quiet as owl wings. 
No sound but that of sadness sweeps through; 
no birdsong nor shrew squeak invites this moment. 

A small rustle puts a crackle in the silence, 
and dryad looks to the ground at the petite sound: 
Leaves covered a seed, covered a young growing tree; 
nature is cycles, is fairy spuds to winter snow. 

And young tree sprouts where mother spring 

and father sun foster new life. 

Such lessons come to each dryad in youth; 

they've come to weeping dryad in this ephemeral light. 

A butterfly watching nearby takes to air, 
its dazzle and frailty like the wink of beauty's eye. 
With compassion it alights softly upon dryad's shoulder; 
a gesture of fresh happiness to a broken heart. 

Dryad slides from the lifeless oak 

and looks back never, aglow in newest wisdom. 

She dances off into darker wood, and butterfly ascends; 

reverie folds up and fades from her brightest eyes. 
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Saint Agnes 

by Jason e 

Intense faith 
Against Diocletian 
Against degradation 
A rise and fall — 
falling as the Lamb. 

Chaste body 
Against fire 
Against sword 
A fall and rise — 
rising above the apse. 

I've been swept away 
by the floods of doubt 
as the Holy Spirit 
tried to fill my soul. 

Today, pulled to shore 
by the arms of purity 
Not my patron saint 
but no less benevolent. 

And now 

a larger part of me 

can believe. 
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Holding Hands (a simple pleasure) 

by jason e 

I sit at my desk this morning, 
turn my head from the computer 
and stare at my hands. 

The aroma of hazelnut coffee 
swirls around me. 

And I think — 

My god, these hands have really accomplished. 

They've done a million interesting and uninteresting things; 

they've been to so many places. 

Suddenly, I'm 'walking along the lake, 
■watching seagulls coast over the 'waves. 
And then, 'with the softest of touches, 
my hand is taken and I return to her. 

The aroma of spring love 
swirls around us. 

I look over into her beautiful, adoring eyes, 
and it occurs to me that simple pleasures 
are nothing short 
of miracles. 
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Zl he jnterxone J oets are a aroup of four jffinois -poets from the 
western suEurEs of Kihicaao that appear at -various open mics 
throughout the area. 

c/hese Eook/ets are intendecfto mak.e availaEIe, ancfto help promote, 
the poems reacT at each event. JZ-ach issue will contain a new set of 
poems and wifJ Ee as uniaue as its readina. Tuture issues are open 
to, ancfare already set to contain, a variety of auest poets. 

JZ-maif us at interxonepoets^&yahoo. com with auestions, comments, 
or if you cT/ik.e to join our fun and creative aroup. We are fresh on 
the scene antffull of enerqy ! 

Jjates for upcomina readings can Ee founcfin the ca/endar sections 
of our individual weEsites (see Eios for finKsJ. tytff events are free, 
and everyone is welcome to reacfpoems or stories of their own. Tjope 
• you aac 



to see you aqain! 



